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composer heard it for the first time, he was so
enchanted by it that he said he felt as if he were
suddenly awakened to some grand old melody he
had heard in some far-off age but of which in his
present life up to then he had lost all recollection.
And the words of another of his hymns, called " Keep
Still, Keep Still," sank so deeply within me when
I first heard them that whenever, on my lonely
rambles up the hills, that querulous moodiness
inseparable from life literary takes possession of
me, they come back and minister a salutary lesson
to me.

" When in the presence of life's mill
Hold well thy tongue: Keep still, keep still I
What are men who about thee stroll,
That thou confid'st to them thy soul,
And open'st up thy heart so free,
That only lives and beats for thee ?

'Unto the clouds and waves do tell
Whatever sorrow thee befell,
And to the rock, the blade and flow'r
Reveal thy heart and gain new pow'r,
But before men speak not of ill,
Remember this:  Keep still, keep still' "

I did not know what a flourishing city Montreal
was nor what an extensive suburb it possessed until
I visited it the second time. On most afternoons
my hostess arranged long drives together in her
" machine," as she quaintly called her Ford. The
drive along the St. Lawrence to Lachine, which we
took more than once, was of particular interest to
me, for apart from the fine scenery on the way,
parts of it formed the summer-resort of well-to-